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PREFACE. 


HO the Practice of Poetry may not feem 

ſo very compatible with the Proſeſſion of 

Law, wherein I have been fo long engaged, yet 
certain it is that I have derived the greateſt Uſe 
Studies and Applications, not to mention my 
various Purſuits in Agencies and other Matters, 
it was always a Relief and Relaxation unto me. 
I have the Satisfaction to reflect that my Rules 
and Practice of the high Courts of Chancery, 
will be of the greateſt Service to the Public at 
large, the Reaſons which induced me thereto, 
I have already ſet forth, as likewiſe my diſinter- 
eſted Conduct, where I obſerve © the Ignorance 
* of this matter is great, for the Thirſt of Know- 
edge is ſmall; I have met with no ſmall Porti- 
* on of Envy or Unkindneſs for my former Pabli- 
A 2 « cations,” 
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* cations,” by which I may ſafely ſay, « I not only 
never got a Shilling, but have loſt ſeveral Thou- 
< ſands of Pounds, having from inceſſant Labours 
in this and other Collections, and the vaſt Variety 
of Buſineſs I was then engaged in, been reduced 
to ſuch a State of Weakneſs, that to preſerve my 
Life, I was obliged to give up, when I was but 
4 about forty-eight Years of Age, about ſixteen 
Hundred Pounds a Year, I may ſay more in Em- 
< ployments, Agencies, and Buſineſs in the Courts.” 
his Loſs I now ſenſibly feel, not only from 
the vaſt increaſed Expence of Houſekeeping, 
every Body now almoſt living beyond their In- 
come, which occaſions ſo many Bankruptcies 
and the Ruin of private Fortunes ; for as the 
Roman Satiris ſay, Sævior armis, Juxuria incubuit, 
victricemque ubſcifitur orbem. 


It may, perhaps, be neceſſary to mention in 
this Place the Cauſes which induced me to pub- 
liſh this Poem at preſent. Above a Year ago, 


lent it to a certain Perſon, with whom I then 
ee 


* 

lived in Intimacy, and who was oſten at my 
Houſe, both in Town and Country. He kept 
it for ſome Time, but as I am informed took a 
Copy without my Privity or Conſent, and has 
lately declared he would Publiſh it, as I have 
Reaſon to think, from certain recent Tranſ- 
actions, interpalated and altered much to my 
Diſadvantage. I have therefore now, by the 
Advice of ſome Friends, whoſe Approbation has 
encouraged me, reſolved to offer it myſelf to the 
candid Reader. 


The Poem is a Moral one, and the Hint of it 

I took from one of Mr. App1soN's admired Pa- 
pers in the SpeQator : The Allegory is a beau- 
tifal Species of Compoſition, as may be ſeen in 
SPENSER, for the ingenious Reader in ſome 
Manner, partakes the Merit of the Author, by 
diſcovering the Moral artfully couched under 
the Allegory. The deſcriptive Part, which is, as 
it were, the very Soul of Poetry itſelf, I have 
frequently introduced, and I hope not unſuc- 
ceſsfully, into the Poem : 'The Reader will al- 
| ſo 
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fo find an Epitome of ſome of the Roman Em- 
perors, to mark the Tyranny and Injuſtice of 
thoſe Times. As an Apology, I ſhould declare 
that I did not deſign to have printed this Poem at 
this Time, as I know, it is not of a Nature to 
pleaſe the faſhionable Taſte of the preſent Claſs 
of Readers, but when I ſent to the aforeſaid Per- 
fon, demanding the alen Copy, I could receive 
no ſatisfactory Anſwer, which cracl Uſage I cer- 
tainly did not deſerve, eſpecially from him, for to 
my Recommendation.is he chiefly indebted for the 
Favour he now enjoys at a certain Place. 'There- 
fore, to prevent any malicious Intention which 
that Perſon, or any others may have againſt me 
on this Account, I ſubmit it, imperfect as it is, to 
the Indulgence of the Reader. flatter myſelf, 
that I ſhall not meet with any Cenſure from the 
Judicious and the Worthy, and as to what others 
may think, it ſhall not give me a Moment's Con- 
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PART FR FIRST. 


HEN Evning Breezes cool the fainting 
KRoſe, 
And fagrant Woodbine all its Sweets diſcloſe; 
For the green Grove, my Houſe I then forſook, 
And ſought an Elm, long ſtanding o'er a Brook, 
Whoſe ſhady Arms from Sun the Waters keep, 
And as they murmer gently lull to ſleep : 


Penſive 


Penſive I fat along the ſounding Shore, 


Here firſt I plann'd the mournful tragic Scene, 
And much Applauſe did by ALvevDa gain : 
The Siege of TauRR too I took in Hand, © 
And Taxs bis waited on my magic Wand. 
Nor ſpiteful Wit, ſhall e er my Laurels blaſt, 
For high in Fame they ſhall for ever laſt. 
Here from the noiſy Bar and Courts tee 


As CickRO to Tuſculum removed, 
And there en j joyed Philoſophy he loved—- 


* — <> 
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With ſtrange Delight to hear the Billows roar z 


With ſacred Love of Poefy inſpiredlü 


With verdent Moſs beneath a Bank was dreſyd, 


The Gloom was pleaſing and I ſunk to reſt. 


When lo! I thou ght a reverend Form appear d, 
The Hand of Age had filver rd o'er his Beard: 
His Brow müch wrinkled and his Look ſevere ; 3 


A Robe of ſimple Ruſſet was his Wear, 
He held a Glaſs, while I look'd on with Fear: 


And 
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And with the Mirror pointing out the Way, 

Come on” he cries I dare not diſobey : 

Know Im RRTL ACTION, then the Spectre ſaid, 

* Wiſdom reſpects me but the Fool's afraid hs 641 

] wait on Man by Heav'n's Direction here, 

Io gall the Vicious, and the Good to chear ; 

« Oft' the wild Youth, when he'll but let me neaf, 

Starts at himſelf! and drops a virt'ous Tear. 

* Thoſe Mortals too, whoſe Lives to Hell conſign, 

No Threats can bind them, nor adenine; 

« Are ſometimes known from their black AQs to 
« paſs, | 

struck by their Image in the conſcious Glaſs ! 

« Your Will is free but I muſt let you know, 

« I fly from Paſſion as my greateſt Foe ; 

4 Serene and calm I hover o'er the Breaſt, 

come when Tm call'd and Council for the beſt. 


As thro the Paths of this falſe Life you go, 
Guard well your Youth, from that attractive Show, 
B « And, 


[ 6 ] 
And, as it dazzles your admiring Eyes, 
< Beware leſt Pride, lurks in the rich Diſguiſe.” 
Thus having ſpoke, he beckon'd to the Right, 
And cer I follow d vaniſh'd from my Sight. 
Strange was the Foreſt where he led me on; 
Two Roads before me equally unknown, 
But, where he wiſh'd my wand'ring Feet to go, 
The fickly Verdure ſcarce peep'd o'er the Snow; 
Stern Winter ſeem'd the natur d Trees to keep, 
And the ſmall Streams thro' 3 
Grown cold I ſhiver'd at the piercing Blaſt 
Then, to the Left's enliv ning Climate paſt. 
There the fair Spring her various Shrubs diſplay d, 
With blooming Contraſt in a laurel Shade: 
Bright crimſon Bloſſoms deck the ſprightly Green, 
The gilt Laburnam with blue Lilac's ſeen, 
And the fair Honeyſuckle wove between. 
On the green Carpet as I wind along, 
The wild Birds charm me with their warbling Song; 
| | The 


1 
The humbler Flowers exhale a mingl'd Sweet, 
And a Parterre is trodden under Feet. 
When to my View a ſtately Temple rears, 


Of ſhining Silver the vaſt Front appears, 

In the Corinthian Architecture bold, 

The Cornice, Columns, Ornaments were Gold: 

Such was the Dome the glitt ring fabric ſhew'd, : 

And the wide Door in the fame Mettle glow'd. * 

Built of white Marble, in's Gothic Talte, 

45 A diſtant Houſe againſt the Fane is plac d, bt. 
("Twas here I found the frozen Paſlage led, 
If 1 had minded what the old Man faid.) 

hs A ſpacious Terras is the lengthen'd Space, 

And Crouds unnumber'd fill the buſy Place: 

While Kings, and Qyeens, and Beggars paſs along, 

The Old, the Ugly; Handſome, Rich and Voung: 

Moſt to the glorious Edifiee» repair; 

And but a few: did for the other Care. 
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* Pope's Temple of Fame. 


[ 72 ] 
Oer the Gold Steps a beaut'ous Goddeſs ſtands, 
Whoſe charming Smiles her love- ſick Gueſts com- 
In ſcarlet Gauze the graceſul Dame is drefs'd, 
Her ebon Curls fall on her ſnowy Breaſt, '; 
While Claſps of Jewels fave the falling Veſt,, 
Her Eyes are black tho! languiſhingly ſwect, 
And in her Face the Roſe and Lilly meet. 
The brighteſt Gems form d Flowers fot her Hair, 
And a rich Crown gi vas a mageſtio Ai. 
* Thrice welcome all” ſhe:origs, and leads us in; 
But ſoon I found it. was the Houſt of Sin 
For, by. the Orders of this pleaſing een. 
Drawn in the Dome are falliog:Angels'ſoen) !::: 5 
With chearful Looks——and by la falſe Devica 
The Form (the Damn'd) a ſtrand Paradiſe: ) 1! 
The ſkilful Painter here hig Fendil takes; 
Sports them ini Grovos, or dips in chryſtal Lakes; 
17 0 8 8 The 
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iT The Fields enamel'd charms the Gazer's Eyes, 
m- And Miles ſeem paſs d e er the Perſpective dies. 


Thick ſet with Pictures are the Walks around, 
Border d with Di monds on Cerulean Ground: 
Firſt NxRo ſhews, and Spox vs by his Side, 
They rip his Mother, as he thills his Bride, 
And Sax EGA has bled his laſt and died; 
The grinning Tyrant choſe the Hour of. Night, 
* That burning Ros, might give the Butchers 
| Light ode, „g nod! 


. Ned Herto6 Ausitdit is feen tan © 

: In the Nowacara, filłd with bluſhing Wine; | 
l On the gilt Deek, the youthful Monarch'ſtood, 
: And dropt large Pearls and Amber inthe Flood: 
| His Whores and Paraſites around him ftand, -. | 

| As od'rous Gums, and Sweet-wood blaze from Land. 

The Laber then Güldecegt dhe engt 

4 Prefezits't to View Te Nes: alu, 
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( 14 ] 
Naked with S1LLIus—--Bachanals invites 
Chaſte Hymen on, to ſing the marri'ge Rites ; 
And on a Couch the ſtupid CLavpros lies, 
To have his Wife perform before his Eyed. 
By his FHump-Back, the cruel Ric arv's known, 
The rocking Dagger, and the helliſh Fron, 
Crown'd with white Roſes his two Nephews lies, 
One Death ſarpris'd——and this for Meroy cries? | 
The ſturting Tear ſhews in the Murd'rer's Eye 2 
A ſhort Reprie ve; altho the Uncle's by. 
On a high Throne the eighth King Haxxx fat, 
Proud vvas his Look, and almoſt choak d by Fat; 
Below, his ſervile Senate you behold. 
And as he nods new Laws muſt be enroll d- 
The Parkrax Queen, her Troops of Beauties 
4 Talea. e bt 3 . 5027 
While a rich Bed waits for the fav rite Maid; 
Then here you ſee the Block with Sable ſpread, 
And the Ax rais d for her devoted Head. = 

A choſen 


A 
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A choſen Piece! to match the one before, 
On a white Steed, ſat the Imperial Whore 
SeMIRIMAs—— her Soldiers on a Lawn, 
March (as to War) to ſhew their manly Brawn ; 
Her furious Look the Son of Mazs alarms, 

For his laſt Night, is that paſs'd in her Arms. 
CroMwELL, and BxvuTvs, next in Robes appear; 
They mean to Smile, but it is more a Sneer ; 

A ragg'd Mob, around the Heros ſhewn 
Each holds a Crown, yet, dare not put it on : 
Their Armour ſhines beneath their ermin'd Gowns, 
And prudent Guards, keep off the preſſing Clowns. 
All Ranks! all Ages! call'd the Painter forth, 
The Eaſtern King, and Peaſant of the North 


Here royal Purple oft the Canvas dy d, 
And the New-World, her feather'd Chiefs ſup- 
ply'd. — 


Pretend'd Sages at fair Harlots gaze, 
While lucious Poets hold their ſhameful Bays. | 
My 


en 


« Haſte then to chear you with the roſy Bowl, 
And well have Mulic that ſhall charm'the Soul.” | 


| 


[ 16 ] 
My Eyes thus feaffd - penſively I ſtand, 
When the bright Goddeſs gentle caught my Hand; 
And why ſo dull? alas you ſeem to think 


« This ruby Goblet I have brought with Drink, 


Firſt ! Harpſichords and filver Dulcimers 


Join the ſweet Flute, and ſtrike my wond' ring 


Ears 
The Clarions next, with Drums and Trumpets riſe, 
And the grand Concert rais'd me to the Skies: 
„Ah! you'll not drink the grieving Beauty ſaid, 
All thoſe have quaff d, and you remain afraid” — 
She ſinks in Tears while there was heard to come, 
Soft melting Muſic from the rattling Drum, 
Such as the Lute, when mournful Virgins fing 
Their own ſad Woes ö and . the trembling 


String. 
I take 


* 
— : 


* 


ie, 


© Heav'n you deſpiſed; and Heay'n.its-Juſtice theds, 


& 
4 41 - 
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I take the Bowl tho riot without my Fears 3' © © 
Twas at my Lips hen my old Friend appears» 
« Forbear to taſte of that empoiſon'd Spell. 
« Or, when you call me next 'twill be in Hell 
His Words ſcarce paſtas I retuen the Prize, 
The Goddeſs turns a Monſter to my Eyes ; 
A Size Gigantic the dread Woman gain d! 
And her brown Skit with filthy Ulects ſtain d: 
Starting with Pain; from her foul Side the drew 
A Whip.of. — to ſcourge the guilty Crew. 
Then ſpeaks Prepare you ſenſual Slaves to 
The tort ring Pangs that wait you ev'n below]; 


In Show'rs of Curſes on your ſenſeleſs Heads; 

« Glutted by Pleaſure, Pains, ſhall clofe purſue, 

ll give the Beaſt of Reafon what's his Due. 

The more I wound, in fawning Crouds then ſeen 

* You'll;court the more, your tyrannizing Queen. - 
gs G « PII 
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Il too give Guides to lead you on the Road, 
To the warm Baths that grace my own Abode ; 
« Plung' in the Sulpher I will meet you there, 
And call for Juſtice, as fierce Devils tear: 

< Or.thro' the Cave, they hurl their glowing Spears, 
« Feaſt on your Groans; and never-ceaſing Tears.” 
She ſaid and laſh'd—--their diſmal Cries are heard, 
Some ſwell'd with Dropſies, and ſome lame appear d; 
Down the wide Plains the ſtupid Troops are led, 
Nor ſeem to think of what the Fury ſaid. 

But yet a few behind the reſt remain, 

Link'd cloſe together by a brazen Chain ; 

She holds them ſtraight the Wretches want to go, 


Wnilſt their green Wounds bleed freſh at ev'ty 


Blow: 


They call RerLEcTION, and with Anguiſh roar ; 


And as they call, the Tyrant whips them more: 
At laſt, he helps them from their Bands to burſt, 
And we all walk to where he pointed firſt: © 
5 PART 
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PART THE SECOND. 


W ELCOME from cod the Goddeſs Vir- 
tue cries; 
My ſober Charms admit of no Diſguiſe; 
Tho Pow'r Eternal! Orders I'm obey'd, 
Vet, the laſt Homage in my Temple's paid; 
« My Precepts choſe, no Paſſions can controul, 
< I Guard the Body, while I ſteel the Soul, 
< To Heav'n's high Manſions all my Sons I lead, 
And Faun embalms the Memories of my Dead!“ 
She then went in- we follow with ReſpeQ, 
Aſham'd, and ſorry, for the paſt Neglect 
The Gothic Hall rich Granate lin'd with red, 
And Snow-white Sculptures on the Walls are 
| ſpread : | 
Kings, Heros, Bards, and Prieſts the Marble grac'd, 
The Ancients—-Moderns—ey'ry Station plac'd 
C 2 Their 
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Their parian Buſts- The Nichs round us ſhews, 
And a white Altar in the Center roſe: 
PhiLoscHr, as Prieſteſs takes her Place, 


And gives her Hands to CHasTITY and Peace ; 


In Cenſer ſet, the hallow'd Embers burn, 

And Linen veſts the youthful Maid's Adorn. 

The Sculptor here (his Miſtreſs ſure to pleaſe) 
High in the Clouds a Prodigy diſplays : 

As Rowan Soldiers march with Cons ran TINE, 
A Croſs inſcrib'd 8 You cox [QUER IN rats Stex 
The warlike Bands are gazing at the Sky, 
And through the Air the fright'd Eagles fly, 

A Monu ment unfiniſh'd next 1s ſeen, 

I aſk ho Reaſon of the Virgin Queen. | 
* "Tis for the King that o'er theſe Iſlands reign, 
" potent by Land, and Sov reign of the Main! 
« The handſome Monarch's by my Friends careſt, 
fl gave his Queen, and. ve their Children bleſt ; 


« When Age (tho' flow) comes on, for on it muſt! 


And the royal Body moylder into Duſt ; 
When 


L 2 | 
* When his bright Soul to the Empyræum flies, 
« And withes's Crows iambetal in the Skits 5. 
« Then; lafting Marble gives the juſt Reward, 4 
* And the fair Pillar's grac'd by GEORGE THE 
* TarrD.” s2H * 
There Dx DEN ſits—the Sculpture boldly done, 
« He ſtill holds Bay, and ſmiles in parian Stone; 
« Conſcience alarm'd ! the reverend Bard: threw 
down 
« His courtly Penſion, and the laurel Crown; 
See] at my Feet his former Trophies ſpread, 
„I hand on Doxs Ex, as he wanted Breaddd 
At laſt to me he nobly over- pays oY 
For the ſtrange Conduct of his younger Days. 
At bother Side the virt'ous PoE appears 
His placid Look declares his well-ſpent Vears. 
_ © Friend to Mankind, whoſe charming Lays re- 
_  % hearſe, Ay 
« The beſt of Marals in the ſofteſt. Verſe; : 
n 
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© In his own Grot, the tuneful Poet lies, 


* And Angels bear his EcLoeve to the Skies. « 
* Behold ſtern Sw1rT—let Genius drop a Tear! « 
« Not his keen Wit, but Charities plac'd here; . 
nne weeping near him takes har Seat, | « 
* And points a Houſe, the Idiot's ſafe Retreat.” « 
Sudden we hear the Organ's ſolemn Sound, 
The'incenſe Flames and holy Hymns reſound! . 
Now oer the Altar floats a radient Cloud, * 
And the Queen ſpeaks amidſt the kneeling Croud: 4 
O facred Mother! O RRLTOGLON hear! 4 
From this pure Shrine receive my warmeſt Pray'r. « 
| * You, firſt and faireſt Daughter of the Light, 4 
« Sent from the Heav'ns when the primeval Night 1 
Had ceaſed when all the fair blooming Shows « ( 
« Of Flowers, of Fruits, of Fields, of Foreſts roſe 
= Paradiſe--—you waited on the Soul, « } 
« When Breath cæleſtial bade the Blood to roll ; « * 
« And, as the Maſs of animated Earth ax 


ic: aftoniſh'd at his wond'rous Birth! 
At 


[ a8 } 
* Ac Birds! at'Beafts ! at what he ſees and hears?! 
« You wait his Free-will and collect his n. ä 
« Rejoic'd the grateful, native Off rings bring, 
<« Soaring through Æther to the awful King. 
« Then, guide this penitential Troop along 
The dang'rous Vales—and from the Vicious 
« throng : 
; There refign them to your faving Hands, | | 
And warn to follow ſtrictly your Commands” 
My lovely Daughter“ her ſweet Voice rid. 
TI yield them Help (altho my Form I hide) 
A fate Ditechon if they will believe... 
« The Truth I teach that Heav n cannot deceive; 


f G DGA their Reaſon hn the Lage Divine, 
8 Calls on the blund'ri ring Mortals to reſign ; ; 
« Nor puff d by Pride, with human Wit defy— 
And ſet a Worm againſt the Deity 1 
8 Wretches forbear your mi ighty Senſe to boat, 
9 View the Cararton—it will all be loſt: 


<< 


1. os 
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* Say what large Baſon does the Floods contain, 
« When the Tide ſweeps them off the ſandy Plain; 
« Or, why the Moon adds to their wat'ry Store, 
Driving the Billows fiercer to the Shore? 
What keeps the Ball from tuinbling thro' the Air, 
Or guides the Courſes of the wand ting Star? 
„ Whence the blue Arch with all its rolling Fires 
„Or what is Man that over all aſpires! . 
Still mounting up, he ſeeks the bleſt Far 
7 And ſtill explores till at the Hand of God, 
Y Who firſt made Matter, and what gave it Pow'r, 
Then finds it there and can no longer tow'r :. 
At laſt muſt reſt; Immenſity has ſtay'd, 
= « And own. the Maker of the World u unmade ; a 
* Who knows no Ending, and who ne;er bo. 
A And from the Skies falls down the daring Man ! 
1 Myſterious all ! nor wonder thus 1 m giv'n 
2 Truſt to the Wiſdom of the King of Heav'n 
15 You err-——He can't ; my myſtic Rites adore, 


a * And pay Obedience where you'd Doubts before. 
5 The 
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« The harmleſs Viſion may amuſe you here, 

* As the four Seaſons wheel along the Year ; 

The wint'ry Signs may; call you to the Grove, 

© There aim the Gun—or with fleet Grey-Hounds 

< rove ; 

And when the Plow tears up the fruitful Ground, 

With ſweet-tongu'd Beagles, on your Courſer 
« bound. 

More gentle yet—as moiſt Agovaz1vs glows, 

« Plant the young Tree—or prune the leafleſs Roſe; 

* From well-made Walk, the promis'd Scene ad- 
* mire | 

Then ſeek the Shelter of the ſocial Fire, 

* The wholeſome Treat, and ſmiling Wite to ſee, 

As the lov'd Children climb the well-knowh 
Knee. 

« When Gardens Nature's richeſt Liv'ries wear, 

And blooming Flow'rets ſcent the vernal Air; 

And, when the Steel of buſy Reapers ſhine, 

* And Gold and Purple loads the vending Vine, 

D With 
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With Nets and Pointers; then the Stubbles try; 


« Or caſt on chryſtal Streams the artful Fly: 

« But ah! in all, beware of Cruelty. 

Ennobl d too, you may become your Sphere, 

Vet as you riſe, the Danger comes the near; 

« All guilty Pleaſures here, for Baits are givn, 

« Which if you conquer thus you conquer 
« Reav'n : 

* Reſiſtance is the only Teſt to prove 

The Depth, or Shallow, of Almighty Love; 

* And this ſhort Life but ſchools us for Above. 

6 Think not I leave you when Diſtreſs comes on, 

* Tis at that Time I know my dut'ous Son; 

Often I pray more poignant Griefs to gain, 

And with my Children tranſitory Pain ; 

Their ſcalding Tears I ſeem to diſregard, 

And to the laſt, defer my bleſt Reward ; 

«* Prov'd by ArFLicTIon—wrapt in filial Love; 

fly with Comfort from the Realms above: 
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Into their Souls my eleanſing Fire I dart 
* Smile as they figh, and heal them as they ſmart. 
And now o'er Wilds a beaten Road we take, 

As the vile Tribe doth the ſame Journey make. 
When from a Hill, ye ſee (that croſt the Plain) 
Pale Green and Azure ſtreak the ſilver Main; 
The long-hair'd Nr bs in the Waters Aland, 
Rolling the Waves on the decreaſing | Sand. * 
A Ship now rides upon the glif'ning Tide, 
We all go in, and ſpread the Canvas wide; 

The whiſp'ring: Breezes through the Cordage play. : 
While Srzexs ſing, we ſmoothly dam the Sea. 
O'ercome by Mirth, the thoughtleſs feſtive Croug, 
Deſpiſe the Threat'nings of a gath'ring Cloud, 
*Till Billows whiten by the ſounding Gales, 

And fiery Lightning ftrikes the burſting Sails ; 
Loud rattling Thunders thro' the Vault rebound, 
Sea Monſters roar, and Tempeſts bluſter round: 
Nor fears the Crew the Dangers of the Deep 
Immerg d in Wine, they imprecate and ſleep. 

D 2 W 
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While we are calm by what we heard fo late, 


Pray'r warms our Hearts-—-we wait approaching 
Fats. 
Now Rain, in Torrents from the troubl'd Skies 
Pours on the Deck—-the Storm grows weak and 
Again, bright Cerule thro the Concaves plac'd, 
And Peace once chow has huſh'd the wat'ry Waſte. 
On the near Rocks the Goats are ſeen to climb, 
Bounding o'er Chaſins to crop the flow'ry Thyme; 
The Choughs in ſwarms from their high Neſts de- 
= 8 


And with their Cries, the ſhaggy Caverns rend. 
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PART THE THIRD. 


HEN laxding—up the pointed Clift we 
And from the Top the nobleſt Profpct find : 
Here the Horizon only bounds the Eyes, 
As diſtant Towns and lofty Spires ariſe ; 
On the Green ſvels the rich Pavillians ſtood, 
And Groves, of Pine bang o'er the ſilver Flood ; 
Next. lofty Woods their r vary'd Shades diſplay, | 
With ancient Tow'rs and Bu dings in decay; 
The rip'ning Harveſt gilds the waving Grain, 
And Sheep contraſt the Verdure of the Plain ; _ 
Down the rude Steeps the foaming Waters run, - 
And in clear Lakes reflects a burning Sun,. 
Around arc Oaks and Beech whoſe ming!d Shoots, 
Shelter the Deer ſtretch d ſleeping at their Roots; 
The 
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The fearful Fiſh dart from the glaſſy Brink, 
As milk-white Bulls, and motly Heifers drink. 
Then Palaces enrich'd with Collonades, 
Riſes on Lawns incloe'd by orange Shades, | 25 
Some yellow Fruit, and ſome their Bloſſoms ſhew' d, 
As Myrtles bloom d, and red Arbutus glow'd: 4 
High Obeleſle and cooling Fountains ſtood, 
With Statues; in the Opens of the Wood. | 25 


Villas are ſeen with les Expence to pleaſe, | 


Whole Groves wave on, and Rivers 2 with Eaſe; | 


Here, the cloſe Wood round gradſy Hills appear, 
Thoſe 115 with Ge and there the Rocks are 
bk ns raf sina 

While ſcatter d ar few) in Paſture ſpreads 
The unlopt Branches of their buffy Heads 
Thickets have Place to cheat ION 
Leſt Saticty difgaſts the Paſſer-by : 

As from the Vales the winding Path-way 1 
By Stealth it mounts us to the giddy Step. 
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Cots cover'd by Reeds, with Ivy on the Walls; 
In purpl'd Heath the humble Ground is fpread, 


And gentle Rills glide down their moſly Bed; 
Hazle, Hawthorn Alder, in the Scrubs unite 
With the Wild-roſe, the Country Maid's Delight. 
The Sons of Vice now up the Hill aſcends, 
While on cach Groupe a diff rent Form attends : ' 
Firſt Loxvgy and PRIDE their Parties led; 
Then DzxuxxENNEss with Flagon on her Head, 
Lus r her old Friend purſues with florid Face; 
And Pass1on frothing at the Mouth keeps Pace. 
Behind, pale Ex vr looks and drops a Tear, 

As Av'r1ce hugs his Gold and quakes for Fear. 
For us (they cry) this charming Scene's prepar'd, 
* We'll journey on and ſeize our juſt Reward : 


* 


In the Alcove, or even the wild Retreat, 
Pleaſure ſhall yield a true-angelic State. 
* Let's to that Grot where ſparkling Chryſtals ſhine, 
With ſhapeleſs Maſſes of the ſparry Mine; 

The 
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The colour'd Shells in poliſh'd Cluſters fall, 

* And uncouth Archs mark the glitt ring Wall; 

*Panting with Heat in the Receſs we'll lie, 

As bluſhing Beauties charm the curious Eye. 

« Say virtuous Fools why you'll from Joys forbear ? 

« They're-meant to feaſt us or they'd not be here. 

In fulſome Faſts then loſe your roſy Bloom, 

FTremble at the Prieſt, and porg upon the Tomb.” 

Thus ſpoke the Tribe, when hazy Miſts ariſe, 

Blots the gay View, and ſmokes along the Skies ; 

With giant Strides the noiſome Fog invades, 

And wraps them wond'ring ! in its duſky Shades. 

Now oer our Heads the riſing Mountains cloſe, 

Thro' the cold Cave a hollow. Murmer blows, 

And Gleams of Light from ſulpher'd Flames aroſe: 

Cloſe to the Pit, a griſly Phantom ſtood, 

His Eyes flaſh'd Fire, and Hands were ſtain'd with 

Blood : 

Oer his bare Ribs a fable Pall is ſpread, 

He graſps a Dart, to ſtrike the Victoms dead. 
On 
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* On yonder Rock of Adamant (he cries) 
« As the Glaſs runs ſome tortur d Mortal dies; 
Each ſandy Atom does a Life command, 
« And all are ſubject to my princely Hand! 
Approaching then, his pohſh'd Weapon ſhook, 
And look d if any ripen'd for the Stroke. 
Confns'd ! amaz'd ! their guilty Heads they hung, 
While uſeleſs Pray'r come fault ring from the 
Tongue : | 
« Spare-—ſpare us Monarch-—not a Friend we've 
here, 
* You'ye ſeen with Scoffs the Wretches diſappear: 
Oh come not on the wiſh'd-for Diſtance keep, 
* Or veil the Horrors of yond flaming Deep 
Deaf to your Woes my callous'd Form you'll find, 
* Your Tears are Water, and your Sighs are 
Wind; 

« When Fate allots, no earthly Pow'r can ſave, 
« Even for a Moment from the yawning Grave. 

| E Were 
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Were it not ſo what Bribes you'd hear me own, 


From Parents weeping for an only Son; 

« Praying I'd ſtrike their ſobbing Breaſts they've 
« hood, | = 

And ſpurn'd at Life, to fave the op'ning Bud. 

Beauties would yield me at my dire Alarms, 

* Their fav'rite Conqueſts, and their haughty 
« Charms ; 

& Poor, Old, and Ugly, they're content to live, 

« If Yo their Span fome paultry Years I'd give. 

„The Wealth of IN DIA, I could make my Boaſt, 

* And Kings are Rivals who wou'd give me moſt.” 


Raiſing his Arm, he cries, © the Time is come, 

Thus ſnaps the Thread of Life's precarious 
Loom 

« O pity! Mercy! your poor Suppliants Cra ves, 

* One Hour one Minute grant your humble 
« Slaves ?” 

He calls aloud-—-when there was ſeen to paſs, 

A Set of Furies to the fatal Glaſs ; 


From 
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From each Diſeaſe a hated Name they take, 
And when he nod, the Hags began to ſhake : 
Without Remorſe, he deals the Wounds around, 
And for each Grain, a Carcaſe irews the Ground: 
While from the Furnace piercing Groans aſcends, 
And rattling Chains the diſmal Noiſe attends, 
Then turning to us © I will haye you know 


Not even the Good, can ſcape my certain 
3 1 722 
His Words juſt paſt; a glorious Blaze of Light 
. our Protectreſs clad in Robes of White, | 
The bancful Drops hyng ſhining on the Stones, 
And Heaps of Dead, with Sculls, and mould'ring 
Bones ; 
A Wreath of Olive binds the Matron's Head ; 
And from her Robes Divine Perfumes are ſhed: 
Bright Guards of Angels to the Cave ſhe brings, 


And as ſhe ſpeaks ; they clap their ſilver d Wings. 
Tyrant 


(Wh 


""—w forbear from Heav'n's _ Throne I 
bring | 
2 Por to blunt the threat ning Sting 
True you may wound yet, Life's falfe Path 
« you've ftrew'd, 7 9H 
« With healing Bitter for ReLtoton's Good; ; 
* By Death untimely at the Firſt you've vext, 


8 


= But it has taught their Turn might © come the 
© next. _ : 

1 The gilded Dangers of the World al miſs 

6 By you-—ſubſervient to their greater Bliſs. 

In thoſe fond Arms I'll hold the freezing Clay, 

« As the fair Cherubs bear the Soul away, 

The Spark celcitial quickly ſeeks the Bleſs'd, 

And dwells for ever in the Realms of Reſt.” | 

Staring at me, he points the bloody Dart; 


When from the Terror of the Dream, I ſtart ! 
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